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~Disclaimer- i own none of these characters... and make no profit! PLEASE R¢R!~ 


Axl had been perfect for LA. Glitzy, glamorous, sexually charged and self-indulgent. Yeah, Axl had been born 
for LA. He was trashy, loud and would do anything for a buck so it only came naturally that he would sell his 
pretty little body to others. 


He started out small, a blowjob here and a handjob there, but his lifestyle soon called for more drastic 
measures. So, as any good businessman does, Axl expanded. Soon he was not only renting out his hands and 
mouth but the rest of him as well. 


Sometimes it hurt and most of the time it made him feel worthless, being fucked in bathroom stalls and seedy 


hotel rooms. But, he was a good little whore and he would take what was given to him. 


l'm a good whore, a good whore, he would think to himself as he received yet another unwashed penis into his 


mouth. Such a good whore, as he would try to make his clients scream. 


They growled and shook, calling him filthy names and grabbing his hair. Some were rough with him and simply 
fucked him, leaving him there in a puddle of cum, shaking and left alone to pick up his clothes and tip. 


He preferred this to the ones who were gentle with him. They stroked him, petted his hair, purred sweet 
nothings into his ear while trying to kiss him tenderly. With these clients, he would leave first leaving the poor 


souls to wonder about their lives and sexuality. 


He was a good whore, the perfect whore. Quiet, docile and very attractive. Axl would simply name a price for 


whatever service he would be rendering and would do whatever his clients asked. 


It was a good business, he was paid well and it required little work and it filled the emptiness inside of him that 
appeared whenever the drugs weren't in effect. He should've known that it wouldn't last that long, and it didn't. 


A stranger appeared in his life one day. A tall, dark and mysterious stranger with a deep laugh and a hoarse 
whisper. They met on a street corner where the dark haired boy (for he was only a boy at the time, lb or 
[lat the most) was trying to score some heroine from a shady dealer. He didn't buy heroine that night, oh no, 


he tried something much more addictive... Axl. 


They fucked in a motel room that night, a dingy place somewhere right off of the sunset strip. The dark 
haired boy took Axl from behind, wrapping Axl's hair around one ringed fist. He was slightly awkward in his 
movements but generally very confident in his abilities. Axl guessed that this was his first time. 


He did not hurt Axl, but the sex was brutal. His pace was rapid and fierce, slamming into Axl, making him cry 


out. The dark haired boy smirked roguishly, black curls falling out of the ponytail sticking to his sweaty face. 


Axl forced himself to cum quickly onto the bedspread and he waited patiently for his client to finish. The boy 
came violently with a loud growl. He slumped forward his naked chest resting against Axl's bare back and 
warming his sweat-cooled skin. He enjoyed this sensation for a brief moment before getting up to put his 


clothes back on. Surprisingly, instead of leaving he waited for the boy and they walked out together. 


As they walked, Axl inhaled the boys scent deeply and registered it with his face. He smelt of sex, cigarette 


smoke, clean sweat and a plain soapy that he assumed must have been his shampoo. 


The boy paid for the room and in turn handed Axl 200 dollars in crumpled twenty-dollar bills. They nodded and 


walked off in opposite directions, not to see each other for another two weeks. 


They met again on the same corner and proceeded to go to the same motel and repeat their activities of two 


weeks earlier. They never spoke aside from lusty mutterings and they never asked questions. 


It became almost a ritual, every two or three weeks they would meet at the corner and make their way back 
to the motel and they would fuck. Sometimes it was gentler than others. The boy would have a bad day and 
take it out on Axl fucking the shit out of him. He never hit Axl and was always respectful of any boundaries 
set before him. 


There was never any post-coital tenderness, no whispers of love, no promises of Tomorrow, just Two men 
walking along in a sea of sleazy neon light. They had a type of camaraderie, just two lost souls in a burnt out 
paradise. They were like friends almost, confidants, and they both clung to the knowledge unconsciously. 


Axl was out prowling the streets one night when he happened upon a man in a dark blue pinstripe suit. He 
definitely didn't look like the type to be spending a Saturday night on the strip. Axl soon found out why he was 
there. He offered Axl 400 dollars for a blowjob and he eagerly accepted the over-payment. He didn't really 


trust the man but his addictions were calling and he walked with the man to yet another sleazy motel. 


They got a room and Axl dropped to his knees, pulling out this man's cock. Axl had had enough practice to know 
how to get a guy off quickly and he began sucking him off, looking up occasionally to gauge his responses. 


The man curled his thick fingers into Axl's hair and tugged on his scalp painfully. Axl was used to this behavior 
and ignored it for the most part. 


The man, however, was not to be placated and began tugging even harder on his scalp while verbally abusing 
him, calling him a slut, a fucking bitch and a worthless piece of shit. Axl's scalp stung and his eyes watered as 
visions of his father's face flashed before his eyes. All the while, the suited man still screamed. 


He became angrier and angrier as Axl responded to none of his taunts and merely kept going down on his cock. 
You're a good whore, such a pretty trashy whore Axl thought, trying to keep himself calm as the man above 


him bellowed. 


Suddenly, unexpectedly, a heavy blow struck the side of Axl's head sending him reeling onto the stained carpet. 
The back of his head collided painfully with the wall and the man advanced on him. 


He hit Axl about the head and torso. Axl curled into a fetal position as he used to do when his father had 
beaten him, and it was all he could do to stop the shakes from claiming his body. The man grabbed Axl by the 


throat and choked him, while smearing Axl's eyeliner with his free hand. 


He beat him severely and then raped him, making him bleed. The man came inside of Axl and left hurriedly, 
leaving Axl into the bathroom, vomit once into the toilet and collapse onto the cold tile floor, holding himself. 


He did not know how long he lay there, when someone appeared in the doorway. It was the black haired boy, his 
curls flying wildly about his shoulders. Axl did not know where he had come from or why he was there but he 


was glad to see him. 
The boy cared litle for his pants as he kneeled into the pool of blood and cum that surrounded Axl. He simply 
sat down, grabbed Axl and held him. Axl was shocked at this sudden act of kindness but he leaned into the 


touch all the same. 


The touch was warm and comforting. The boy rocked him and as he did so, Axl's bruised face screwed up and 


tears welled in his eyes. 
‘lm a good whore. Such a good whore... so good." Axl trailed on like this for quite some time. 
"Of course you are," the dark skinned boy said simply. 


And they sat like that, clutching each other, one crying for the childhood he missed and one holding onto the 
only thing he held dear. 


One. Good. Whore. 


Ch 2... history 


He was born at ten AM. on a Friday in July, 
He had his mothers chin and her fathers eyes. 
He went to a kindergarten that lay nearby 

His mother used to drop him off and say goodbye. 
Just an ordinary kid, 

Like all the rest, 

Seems so innocent, 

Like the designs across his chest. 

~ Yet the wounds that it hid. ~ 

For somebody made his life hell, 

Forced to promise that he wouldn't tell, 
Further away he crawled into his shell, 

So no one ever got to know him well. 

Just an ordinary kid, 

Like any other, 

Seems something wrong 

But let's not bother, 


~ Guess it's his wit. ~ 


He ran away when he was just 14, 

‘cause all those hours under the shower 

just couldn't make him feel clean. 

He wanted to sing, yea he had a dream, 

But in between he had to make that green. 

Just an ordinary whore, 

Like all the rest 

Dying young and living fast. 

~ And what for? ~ 

Just an ordinary whore, 

Like any other, 

Just sinking away 

Into the gutter 

~ That was the floor. ~ 

So he worked his body like it was a machine, 

Such an easy job if you already have low self esteem, 
And in the meantime he was getting more and more lean, 
But customers just took him for what he seemed. 
Just an ordinary whore, 

Like all the rest 

Doing the worst 


But still trying his best, 

~ To score. ~ 

Years later when he came back home as a nervous wreck, 
His whole entire family showed him no respect 
But just a fragment before daddy's heart attack 
He asked his innocence back. 

Just an ordinary whore, 

Like any other 

Addicted to drugs 

And abused by his father. 

~ And he loves the pain 

And he hates the pain 

And he feels the pain 


And the pain never goes away ... ~ 


more history 
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Well you've been everywhere, 
from up north to down south, 
and you won't let anyone tell you 
what life is all about. 

You've been in the west 

and you've been to the east 
you've been in the center 

in the stomach of the beast. 
You've seen it all 

and you've done everything, 

you know the meaning of life 
It's hidden behind that grin. 

now from the stinking bar 

to the stinking shelter 

you always were, 

a rough traveler. 

Then from the shelter, 

out onto the streets 

from the streets to the station 
a warm place to flee. 

But while you're searching for warmth, 
you burn in the heat 

with that pipe to your lips 
what else is left to be? 

And when you're caught stealing 
who do you blame? 

Oh, | know society 

treats you the same. 

With their institutions 

and counselors, 

they all don't understand 

A rough traveler. 

So why do you do it? 

What goes through you skull? 

| thought you knew everything 

| thought you'd seen it all 


Well don't you know enough now? 
Ain't you seen enough? 

My travelling friend 

you travel too rough. 

But you are what you are, 

and the world doesn't care. 

And maybe someday that travelling 


Will get you somewhere. 


